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AT THE WINDOW

Here frem my chalr 1 sop thinm go)

The rich, Mo goor, the great, thi nmpl,
Undor my window; they don's know

A Tirtle win olioiin sees thom wil,

Thene two at s looking—-aren't they queer?
They—How do you dot—I guess they say
They wonder whiy I atay in hoen
Inktend of ranning out 1o pluy,

My twy Blg Yrothees and tho rest
Are playing (heee bevond the wall;
My brolher Jick can play the best;
You ought to soo him corve the batl)

At when o raadies s eplendil play
And I enn help them ralse o cheer,

My palos ol croublos go nway,

: Anid T forget what kodps mo hore.

It I could Jumt e woll ono dav,

And go otit, too, 1t would be fine, *
Well—1 esn sen the ofhers play

And take thefr fun instond of mine,

I'wateh them here from up nbovp -
You see Ity almost just the same,
T love them wo:—and 1 can lovo
As ol as I 1 wasn't lnmo,
—Robert Hale, fn Youth's Compailon.

SAVED BY AN ELEPHANT.

A Miraculous Escaps from an In-
dian Tiger.

night
“Tiger,missos,
he cat up - pet
deer lost night.”
We had been
some years in
Indin, living in
nregion lno-
fested by tigers,
and often enme
face to face
with these tor-
rors of the jun-
gle, Of late
- they had been
vory troublesome, entering the native
village nightly, destroying cattle, ehil-
dren and men.

We frequently amused onrselves in
the cvenings, blowing a bugie sod
counting the pomboer of tigers that
would roar in auswer to the notes; and
also to frighten away the juckals, who
used to come in numbers around our
bungalow and make night hidcons by
their unearthly crics. It had been o
hot, restless night, and the first gray
peep of advancing dawn found me
stretehed out in a reclining ebhair on
the veranda, waiting for *“chotre-
hazra,” and mentally arranging the
coming day's daties. For me the won-
derful eoloring of n gorgeous sunrise
had lost its fascinations, yet [ lay
watebing the shadows ereeping nnd
spreading themselves beneath the man-
goand lime trees, when it secemed a
strange shadow erept over the grouud

“What's that?" I eried, jumping up;
but nothing unasual was in sight. Per-
haps it was only n shadow, but it
secmed to erawl with the inimituble,
deadly grace that only s tiger has
Just as the lighl vose clear above the
fringing belt of cocounut palms there
came trotting up the path toward the
buagalow, chanting a song, two Sudras
carrying between them a burden sos-
pended from a pole, the ends of which
rested on their shoulders. The Sudras
are the lowest of the four groat castes
of Hindoos. Thay are very poor and
live all their lives near starvation. But
they are happy in their domestic life
and show espoecial care for the aged or
infirm. Placing their burden on the
ground at the foot of the bungalow
steps they made o profound salaam,
carefully turning bock the cloth from
their load, and lo! o smiling old father
looked up at his affectionate sons,

*“The great father wants to die on
the banks of the sacred river,” they
said, in answer to my question ns to
where they were going.

“But it is far to the Ganges, and
many dangers wait in the jungle.”

*“Yes, but the great faother must rest
in peace. Has Memsahib seen any ele-
phants or tigers this moon?"' they anx-
jously ingmired.

“Alas! yes. 'Three doys ngo one man
was talen; lust night a deer fromunder
our house."

With a low reverence they caught up
the old father and quickly moved down
the sunlit path and faded from sight in
the tangled shadows of the orange and
lime trees beyond. The silence of
early morning reigned sround, broken
only by the scream of a parrot or the
ery of a monkey. Calling my native
servant girl 1 set out for o walk, and
followed down the sume path taken by
the Sudras. We had gone about
guarter of a mile when we were

OY, what was
. “\“ ¢ the noise under
()Y the house lust

-

A HUGE TIGER CBOBSING THE PATH.

startled by s slight nolse in the path
bohind us, like the breaking of a twig.
We looked anxiously back, but nothing
nuusunl was in sight, apd the penceful
song of the Sudrus came clear and dis-
tinct just ahead. We moved ona few
steps, but another backward glance
showeil us a huge tiger crossing the path
petween us and the bungalow. Never
in my life have I felt my nerves give a
worse jump. 1 shook all over in spite
of mysell. Tt must have been this
tiger I saw nnder the trees this worn-
ing. e were helpless. Strange and
thoughtlens as it moy soem, knowing
the country to be dangerous, we had

ont unarmed. The first impulse
wae to make a dash through the
ungle sed endeavor to reach the
Lmuluw. Bat was escape o thad

woy possible? Wonld not Wi, biger ba
wpon us before we conld reach the
edge of the wowmls? A movement in
the elephunt grass on one Side shiowed
us the ter sidrawing npary We
saw his glvxlnt eyes, his, tawny
eoil.  Prlling ™ inyself-togethery1 ve-
solved on s rish 40 the path Clasping

Linnds with the putive girl, ‘we ron |

with might snd main
entered my heart. Conld we reach the
housn? A deep growl on the other side
of the path. Faster we van, linta
gleam of gold and o pair of blazing
cyes once more between us and home
send the cold shivers ropning all over
e, and I stopped shork 1 knew it
was tha habit of a tiger to cicelo its
proy instead of Jeapiag upon or ruus
ning it toearth. Experienco of friends
Id shown that the tiger in solection
of human food always seized Europenns
in preference to natives. No donbt I
would be the victim, A low growl
pear ot band! My bonrk seemed to
give one beat buckwaid and then came
o sensution of indescribable sickness, o
sinking, swouniog nausen, o death-like
foeling, ampossible to deseribe. It
seemed [ conld already foel an arm
belng torn off, and darts of fire rushiog
through my body, Then came on the
still morning air the elesr song of tho
Sudvas. Perhoaps they could help us,
It would be death to stand here, and
turning we fled down the path. Juost
ahead, between us and the davk moun-
tains, was a small hill surrounded by a
pigoda.  Parhaps some of the worship-
ers still Hngered, The Budras had just
reachod the steps leading to the idol
house as we came up.  Alas! at the foot
of the idol was the morniog offering of
rice and fruit, butthe worshipers were
gone. The tiger was in full chase.
Again came its roar—closer than be-
fore, and now right behind us.  Look-
ing Into each other's fices we conld see
nothing but despalr. A sudden scream
of parrots and chattering of monkeys
aroused us tolackion. *Up the steps,
ladies, the blessed Rhesus will protect
us," eried the old futher ns e eanght
sigght of & tropp of long legged monkeys
that are considered boly saints by the
Brahmins, In a moment we wera
scrambling upthe broken steps lead-
ing to the idolhouse. &

“Nuna, carry my father to safety
while the benstieats my flesh,” eried
one of the Sudras. “Nay, let me die
for him." »

“Gio, brotifer! I am the oldest, ming
the honor,™ vt the younger obeyed

We had ' just reqched the foob of the
pagoda when we heard brushes break:
ing on the othepside of the hill. Hut
there was no"time ta speculate upon
the nature of the sound, for the old
father cried oult “Brahm, Beahm,” as
the grest tiger bounded in sight and
rushed toward his son.  For a moment

A ray of hope

THE HINDOO WAS MOTIONLERS,

it stood, head erect, ears forward, tail
switching, yellow eyes gleaming and
seintillating, eruel, horrible. The Hin-
doo swas motionless, expeeting instant
death. Suddenly the beast, with a
harsh growl, threw himself upon the
man, felling him like s log, and stood
with one paw on the native's breast
But he was rvestless; something at-
tracted his attention. e raised hia
hair on end, laid back his ears, turned
his head away and was evidently watch:
ing some object in the jungle.

At first we could see nothing of the
neweomer. Imagine our astonishment
when, from behind a clump of minosa
thorn, rushed a “rogue” elaphant.  Oe-
casionully n wild male elephant be-
comes a solilary wanderer, either a
compulsory or voluntary outeast from
his herd, heneo their nome. They kill
nnd destrog everything in their pith,and
are a great terror to the natives,.  The
“rogue” charged immediately, head up,
ears cocked, trunk caorled unp. The
tiger was ready for the attack, auod
springing on the elephant seized him by
the shoulder. A vigorous shake dis
lodged the beast, but again it churged,
and the terrible conflict was well be-
gun, I eould not properly deseribe the
seans, The moments slipped by and the
fight still raged, but there could be no
doubt hew it would result. The ele-
phant wus now almost beside itself
with sage. With a great roar he tore
his antagonist from his side and hurled
the benst ten feet away in a bunch of
grass, but it was back again in an in-
stant. The blood poured from a dozen
great wounds in the elephant's body.
At last he eaught firmly around the
body of the tiger and began to throw
it backward and forward between his
fore and hind feet, then kueeling on i,
erushing it into the carth, and with a
final kick went trumpeting into the
jungle.

We were mow free togo home. The
old “rogue” had saved onr lives. The
brother who bad so nobly risked his
life was not seriously hurt, and had
crept away during the fight. But the
excitemnent was too great for the aged
father, and that night there was a new
grave under thoe sacred banyan tree.—
Annn M. Paridley, in Memplis Appeal-
Avalanche,

—“Father,” ssid Farmer Begosh's
son, “I'm goin' to have another chill."”
“Be ya? Well, jes' wait a minute till I
git the churn fixed up fur ye, will ye?”
—Washington Star.

—*] baven't seen n sole go out of my
door to-day,” remarked the complain.
ing shoemaker who Idn't believe in

advertising. —Yonkers Statesman.

AFTER-DINNER BOTANY.

Some Lexions for Pordons Who Fat Toma-s
toes, Potutoos, Ete.

“The plants—hnt nobody cares what

pinnts do, says Mr. Grant Allen in one
of his most recent pupers. Who ever
f“’!“h‘ the troulle to remember, as lhe
eats his tomato mavonnaise, that the
pleasant acid flavor pnd the attractive
erimson ealoring of the ehief ingredient
of his salnd are the lures which nature
gave Lhe herb to pttract animals more
[ or less voracions than himself and in-
duee them to spread abont the seods
and help the tomato plant to incrense
| and multiply and another year to bring
forth frait nfter its kind.

Or, if the loiterer at Delmonico's
male so much of o reficetion between
his courses, he will huwdly extond iLsa
fur 08 to compare the egg-plant which
graces another place on the bill of fare
with the tomuitoe he has already eaten.
If he did, and could persunde the
waiter to bring him in one of cach un-
copked he would find much of a like-
ness between them.

Ench is o true berry, soft and full of
seeds,  Each has a peenline and pro-
nouneed flavor and un attractive out-
gide coloving—the erimson of the to-
mato being replaced by ivoryg-white, or
deep purple or violet in the egg-plant.
But long before these observations had
beon moade donbiless the sanitv of
the inquisitive guest swould have been
questioned by the proprietor and prob-
ably the police would have been ealled
upon to rid the establishment of a dan-
gerous luputie,

If, notwithstanding these discomfocts
attending the study, our wegetarian
should pursue the matter further and
talkie up & volumoe on snch subjeets, his
Giray wonld inform him that the to-
mato and the egg-plant were near kins-
folk, being both important members of
the influentinl family of the night-
shundes. Yes, the nightshade—a family
whose name, like some other fawily
names, has an unpleasant suggestion
becanse one member of it has hoen =0
unfortunate as to deserve and obinin a
bad reputation. But the conneection iy
by no means all bad, for a firsl cousin
of the egg-plant the inquirer wonld find
to b his old and esteemed friend the
potato, and, looking about in natural
surprise for any traces of that family
resemblance which at first sight seems
entirely wanting, a close examination
would doubtless astonish him, as its re-
sults sooften do,  1f ho shonld go into
his garden, or his neighbo’s if he is so
unfortunate as to have none of hisown,
he wonld find that the blossoms of all
of them, potato, egg-plant and tomato,
with their wheelsshaped corollas;, are
g0 ¢losely similar that he might have
trouble in distinguishing one from an-
athor: while hix wife, if he is blessed
with one, will tell him when he brings
them to her for inspection that they
are all ngly weeds and allexactly alike,
If this laek of sympathy, which we
warn him is to be folly expected, does
not entirely chill his sredor of investigu-
tion one more lonk will show that the
potato also bears n berry, making o
pretty good connterpart of the fruit of
the tomato and the egg-plant.—Lippin.
cott's Mugnzine,

SHE SAVED HIS LIFE.

A Girl's Snerifice Made in the Nick of
. Time.

He was a voung man, His natural
air of distinction was heightened by
the dejected look in his eyes.

“It menns roin and death for-me," he
fultered.

The beantiful little girl who had just
voluntecrod to snstain sisterly relations
with him wus deeply affected. A tear
elnng to her sweetly eurved eyelash,

“Pon’t,” she protested in unfeigned
aritation.

He lunghed searnfully.

“Peath,” he inaisted, “is all
left for me."

She trembled and turped pale

“Do you,” and her voice shook with
terror, “contemplate suicide?"

Yoy "

It was o simple word, yet it hbumed
into her heart, scaring hor very soul.

“Ha! ha!* he chuckled, demonineally.

A cold sweat bedewed his fair brow.

“Don't.”

The air grew black before her,

“1 have the meansat hand,” he eriel.

She was dimly conscions that he drow
a cigarette from his pocket, but not un-
til he strock o mateh to light it did she
renlize the horrid nature of his purpose.

that is

“Right here?" she grasped, her eyves
gtarting from their sockets,

He was desperately enol.

“Rofore your eyes,” hecalmly replied,
“] shall smoke this deadly cigaretie.
You will see me die.™

“w, ow. Never
yours."”

Ten minuntes winged their flight.

“Pdward,”

She was nestling in his arms.

“Yes, darling."

“T wouldn't have cared, Edwawd, if
yon had shot yourself, or something
like that, but such o horrid method of
snicide. T jnst conldn’tstand it."

Whereat he kissed her fondly and
murmuared sweet nothings in her car.—
Detroit Tribune.

Unkind

41 don't think my hair would stand
on end if 1 were to see a ghost,"”
remarked Miss Elder, after several
spectral tales had been related.

“Of conrse not,” replied Miss Flypp.
False hair i never affected that way.”
—Detroit Free Press

Don't. I'll be

Just the Man.

He—1 think Dally Griggson is terri-
oly rade. 1 was telling her one of my
best stories this afternoon and she fell
asleep.

She—That's strange! She told me
yesterday that she wns tronbled with
insomnias.—Life.

They Love Wit of Any Grade.

“No difference how stupid a joke is,
there is one class of women who will
always langh heartily at them.”

“What cluss is that?"

“Those with beautiful testh."—N. Y.
Truth

{"all four

L with an immense Mexienn saddle nand s

BREAKING IN A BRONCHO. |

The Three lnltlatory Stops ln the Edurs
tion of the Mexionn Fony.
The process of “breaking” a
brancho moy be divided into three
warts: Throwing, haltering, talling.
A man, qnick of eye nnd  steady
norve, enters the Swinging a
rope rapidly o front of the particalar
brancho wanted, this hopse is kept in
the corral and the rest permitted to
filter throngh the gute; Then,
deftly, u stont noose whirled over
the broncho's hend and  three four
men lny hold of the rope, After many
futile attempts the rope is finnlly en-
tungled inthe bronch und the
unimal thrown to the gronnd
Quick a% n flash of the
throws himself upon the bronecho’s
head, with one lenee firmtly on the head.
With dexteeus hands the hopse's feet
are tied tightly together, just below the
fetlock. The animal is now perfectly
helplest and furlher procegdings irg
underialen ot the leisupe oft the optra-
tors. A around the
amumal’s neclk just behingd the ears, then
bronght down and twisted, witl: a half
hiteh, ubout the nose. Thereare muny
knots and secret dévices nsed by vard
ons runchers in haltering a bromcho,
each man thinking his own cspecial
method bost.  And it is o mean triek
to halter & bronche effectively, when
the horse is to e broken to lewd by the
“ailing process.™
While the broneht is yet helpless, with
feet bound. another broneho,
ulready broken and used tosuech work,
is led to the spot and the wild bronchao
Is “tailed”™ to the tame that
e, the halter of the former 15 lirmly npe-
to the tall of the latter. This
the wild bronelio is released oo

wild

of

corral.

ot
IS

or

Vs foet

(14 TR men

rope I8 pnssed

]} [LH

enred
don 'y
the tvwo horses, thus strangely fastoned
turned oult
(o comrse, there s bucking,

together, nre
they will,
and jumping and pulling, aad o1l sorts
of unpleasant things for the tame tini
maul, but in two or thret duys the bron.
2o is nsually broken so that he will
lead.

The broncho's further eduention in
andertaken by o daving rider armed

' rir whiors
to, jro whre

it
is done and the broncho
is broken tosadddle,you never enn trust
him. Tle is like an Indlan, and yon
may expaect lr-';n-h-‘r_\' BE any moment

aorseholr beidle with o wicked

But after all

—Detroit Free Press,

DAYS OF SMALL THINGS,

Weak Efforts that Hayve Grown to Mighty
Helps.

Long before the revolution n young
printer in Philudelphin, when he had
taken off his working apron at night,
usell Lo sit poring over his dozen  of old
volumes by firelight. Tle
them by heart and hungered
Bt books were costly and he
little moniey,

He bad eight or ten cronies,
men who like himself were for
knowledge, Ranging his books on n |
shelf, he invited his friends to do the |
same that each micht have the benefit
of thom all.

Ben Franklin thus Inid the foundn-
tion of the fivst cirenlating libeary, nnd
now ene of the largest in this conutry.

Thirty vears ngo n kindly German
pastor, moved to pity by the condition ]
of the homeless orphans in the city in
which he lived, took three of them inta !
his own home, appealing to Christinns |
for aid to feed and elothe them, and to
ecdoente them into nseful, good citizens.

Three greut orphan asylumsin dif
feront cities of the woest
of this little effort.

A good woman in Philadelphi, twon.
ty odd years ago, asked twoe or three of
her frionds Lo join Lier in renting a lit
tle room where they conld n

knew
for more,
had bt

SO0m

yonno

cagenr

ure the result

LB R TG B
sionnlly to drink o cup of ten, d
sult together how to hel (L ther women
whose lot in the world was harder than
their own.

Out of that little room has grown Lhe
stately New Century club with its col-
lateral gnilds, and c¢lubs of
workingwaomen, which have helped and
strengthened many thousands

Many readers who live in mland
towns are bewildered when they visit
the citics by the great libraries: hose
!l:.i.:l.i..'-i‘ nasocintions fors ehurity, ecdnens-
tion or matual aid, and wish hopeless
ly they had the sanme helps to browdor
and higher life in thelr own homes,

Let them begin with o little effort,
nnd persist in their good work,
good will come from overy attempt ol
this kind. The most firmly grounded
institutions are those whieh grew ont
of poverty slowly, and were not built
to order.—Youth's Companion.

clusses

Sy

Finnneial Perplexiiles,

In jonrneving from conntry to coun-
try the change in the wialue of coins
is apt to be confusing. But guineas,
and floring, and krentzer, and double
dueats have ceased to bhe a ]w."ph-\-i'r-.-
to me,
look wise as if T knew
and then hold ont my hand und let
the vender take his pick. As riches
take wings and fly away, 1 nm deter-
mined to lose nothing in that manner,
Fifty vears from now n Turkizh pins-
ter will be worth to me as much asn
Hollund gullder, nnd it worries me not
when 1 am cheated, for the man who
cheats me must, in the end, suffer more
than I, so that iy chagrin is lost in
compassion for his misfortune.—Tal-
mage, in Ladies' Iome Journal.

I ask the price of a thing,
all about it,

Matrimonial Ttem.

Friend—Is it possible, Mr. Oldboy,
that you got married again in spite of
your sixty years of age?

Mr. Oldboy — Certainly, my dear
friend, and lam excecdingly happy.

Friend—Is that so; how about your
wife?—Texas Siftings.

Napnleon Rode In.
Teacher—How did Napoleon
reach the throne of France?
Pupil—He rode in.
“Rode in? Nonsense!™
“Oh, yes'm. The history says he gol
in by a conpe."—Good News

1.

—The natives of Vera Crux do a large
trade in fireflies, which they cuteh by '
wiving a burning coal at the end of a |

—*Love is blind," but jealousy sees | stick. The insects fly towund the Jight
wmore than really exisis. —Once & Wesk. | and are capiured in peta |

PITH AND POINT.

—While ruetion always begins with
» V, italwaysends with n great searveity |
if them, —HBaltimore American,

Hicks—*Do Littlejohn and his wife
wet along well together?” Wicks—"Yes,
when they nre apart.™ Tran-
seript.

A Promising Artist, —8he—"1o yvou
paint In water colord?”  He (with dig-
nity)=*"lam from Kentuok
Detroit Froe Pross

—She wise woman who knows
enough to know o little less phoat every-
thing than the man she wants o eape
ture.—Elmirn Guaette.

—He

Buoston

v, migs™

Is o

1 am in'love, Will you be my
eonfldante?* She—"Certainly; I nm nt
your service." He—"Well, would you
advise me to propose to you?”

A Suecesstul Poem,
made o great hit struck
with it “Good! Knoeked him down,
did you?"—Atlanta Constitution

—No, Beatrice, yon are wrong: the
“trough of the sea” is not put there for
the purpose of watering the
grevhounds.™

"My lnst poem
The editor was

Hoeean
Yonkers Statesmnn,

For.a weok ho Wy wandered ;

Now throngh dreary montha ho saves,
T o enteh np with whot he kquanidered

By the sed sen waras

Washington Star,

said the
is what 1 ask. 1t
! I‘>'|1:'i~‘-1 I'enni-
YHRat i hasa price.”

“There is o fine
florist. . *Two dollay
husn't a thorn,"” *“N
less, sndly
por's Razar.
—Little Witlie—"Why,
tired my pop-gun ata flv. Mr. Irow
“Then how did yvoun mpke =
wreek?' Little Willie=—'"The H." wias

rose,

[

| FOR LITTLE PEOPLE.]

A WARNING,
tiirls and bays, 1 wiah to tell yon
OFf a fory you anterining
I have soin bim with you often
And the fact han cavsed ma paling
For he only soelks the ruln
OF yolr lives vo yonng and foipe-
He's p foe, cool, siy and cunolig,
And his dame ks 1 don't car,™

Mave you avhr thought, dear childres,
That “7 don't carn™ ia a thief,

Taking from vou time and order,
Candor, fritnds, and sl save gl

Don't o notice the bold falnshood
That bie duily tally to yon,

And that miake vou sny: T don't care,”
When at heart yon really dot

e, at frst, will
To I'-ll.: BT

To answer jur

only fanes yon
el and dare
tn, friouds and strangors,
With the rods wonds: I don'y care. ™
Bt s warned! Ha'll plat within yon
The tras spirit of his name;
Then he'll disappear like magie,
Lonving you to bear tho shame,

Breik the bablt, ehildean, break Ity
Do not uss the o 1mon t-h!',\\n‘
Smnaller things than this bave started
Many alife in rookloss wuya
Guand your worils, yotir thoughts, your netlons,
Ta yours21lf be true: and dars
Not It the good of Hts slip by yon
With a reckloss I don't onre ™
~Floy 8 Armstrang, in Housskoepar

NOT STOPPING TO THINK.

It Cousedd Ope BHoy Many Heavinches all
Theaugh Lile,

Joe was not a bad boy nt heart; he
wis only thoughtless, This fault in
his charncter had cavsed his parents
eonsidernble  trouble, and frequently
had he been reproved for his failing,

but without benefivient Joe's

results

on the pler gluss.
The Time Was Not Auspisious

Marie f

why do

Iilsie-

f von don't love Algernon,
ront not brenle the engnrement 2
He hasn™t given
vot."—Jewelor's Woelkly.

mea the ring

When von are bogrding in the eonn-
try and eomplain abont the mosquitoes,
you ure alwiys fold that, it Is the firs
time in the history of the place that
they ever put in an appenranee.—N. Y.
sum

Penelope =~ “Na’ yon
thing striking in this room?”

“Now did 1 look as thoaeh T did?
Penelopie—""1 didn’t know but thit you
might have heard the cloele"--N. Y.
Herald,

Sho on 0 .-'- rean)

notice anv.

“Thanks, 1
ruz, but |
something pid nronni
my neele.”  He—="*Whnt shall I feteh, o
shawl?”' She — “XNo;
nrms to it,"
“1 don’t
wirls con find
Why, his mind 1
“Yes: bot as he hasn't MY (U i
use it they probably have never fornd
it ot "—Indinna polis Journal.
~The Voternn
ery: why, durin'
paign, L. 1 mad
federates run,” Ilis Hearers
Lat™ The Veteran—*"Well, they
chased me."—Harper's Woeelds

'1')“" cure for the »

ghonld like

anything with
(loak Review.
see what attraction the

about young Sapley
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HE WANTED TO KNOW,

Little Willlle Had an  Intenso
Aboat AUl Thiogs.

One day T sat in o cnr sent on the
Saugus branch of the Eastern rvond,
suys o Doston letter, behind o pale,
careworn lady, who was tnking a little
boy from Roston {o Malden. A= the
little boy waus of a very inguiring mind
and everything seemed to attract his
attention, I conld not help listening Lo
gome of the questions,

“What is that, suntie?" the little boy
commencid, pointing fo o stuck of hay
on the marsh,

*“0Oh, that's hny, denr,"” answerad
careworn lady,

“What's hay, auntie?”

*“Why, hay is hay, denr.™

“But what is it made of”

“Why, hay s made of dirt, waterand
ir

“Who mnkes it2"

“God makes it, dear.”

“Does He make it in the day time or
the night?"

“In both, dear.™

“And Sundays!"

“Yes, all the time?"

SAln't it wicked to muke hay on Sun-
day, anntie?”

Oh, 1 don't know. I'd keep still,
Willley that's n denr, Auntic is tived.”

After remaining quiet a mowment little
Willie broke out:

“Where do the
anntie?"

“T don't lenow; nobody knows™

“Did the moon lay ‘em?”

“Yes, I guess 's0,” replicd the wicked
lady.

“Can the moon Iny eggs, too?"

“1 suppose so.  Don’t bother me.”

Another short silence, when Willie
broke out:

“Henny suys oxins is an owl, auntia
18 they?"

“Oh, perhaps so."

“] think # whale would lay eggs—
don't you, auntie?”

‘“Oh, yes—I guess so,"
shameless woman.

“Did yon cver see & whale on his
nest?™

“Oh, 1 guess so."

“Whers?"

“I mean no. Willle, you must be
quist; 'm getting craay."
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sister, Jussie, was his opposite in this
FPrespeet, A fall in ehilithood had in-
| dnred her spine and the helplossness
consequent upon the aMiction rendered
the ehild's gentle temper still more mild,

Joe loved his goiet, sweet little sis-
ter.  In his happy, boyish heart there
lurked a feeling which would have made
him do anything to obtain whatever
Jessie might ask him for. Dat, us 1
i, Joe was thoughtless, Muany
a hasty word which he had vsed in an-
swering his sister had enused hor Inrge,
brown eyes to fill with tears. Then
Joe's heart would be filled with re-
morse; he wonld liss Jessie, be for-
given and forget all about his offénse.

The home of the hrother and sister
was in one of New York's pretty sub-
nrbs. Country Tife hnd made

rod,

have sa

Joe n
Tug freckled-faced, sturdy bhoy of
cleven y . Wwhile the smell of the
fields und gentle snnshine had prolonged
the life of his sister, which skillful
physiclans hnd, for four yedrs, sald
would Inst a few months 81 the mast,
to thirteen years. So much had their
(['.'.ivi existence, for from the rush, noise
and buostle of the city, done for the
child that she was now able to walk
abont the garden in front of the cot-
and tend the roses and other
wers which her father had planted
e fli]' Ill".‘.

One afternoon Joe, having learned
his lessons for the following day, was
stunding on the vernnda wantehing his
sister taking up a ripped seem in his
cont, the résnlt of o rough frolic during
lincheon hour at schoal, when some of
his companions hailed him from seross
the road.

“Come Joe," “let's
play football!”

“Huorry up, Jessie,”
ister,

“Yos, dear, one moment," she replied,
.'|'I.11_\'.

“Oh! yon are so slow,"” retorted the
oy,

Then Feing called again by his friends
ho seizedd the cont and, pulling it out of
1is sister's hands, ran out into the rond
to play. The jerk swartled Jessie, and
she almost fell off her chair but saved
horselfl by grasping the veranda rail
In so doing, however, she wrenehed her
back and had to be earvied into the
house and Inid in her bed. Joe knew
nothing of this and continued his game.

The following day Jessie died. The
life which the perfume of the fields and
flowers had kept in her feadl little body

on, they eried,

suid Joe to his

waent ont 50 easily and quietly that the
vatchers fancied that she had only
sunk into o rafreshing sleep. Twice
I "1.l'||'|" hl'r eves I'lll\l'ii []!} m 1']1' SCIIES
| of thisearth she l\f]l‘n-{\ swoed:  SToe, dear
oo

They Inid her in a little while coffin
in the front purlor, and on the eashet
1id {hl.'_\‘ ‘[-1‘.1-‘l‘1l n wrenth of floy By
plncked from the bushes she had loved
to care for.  In her hands, which were
erossed on hor breast she held a bunch
of violets. Then leidd in to
gee his sister,  He was quiet and very
pufe.  His lips trembled and hot tears
filled his eyes and soon rolled down lis
cheeks, Soafter sob shoaok his frame
aa he looked on all that was mortal of
her he had  Joved When he
was taken from the room by his mother
he sank into hor arms and monned:

“Oh, 11 1 hard only stopped  to think!”

Joe is » man now. He is a respected
citizen of the village and has children
of his own. Yet often and often, as he
looks at the two little cnrly hedds as
they hiain peaceful slumber upon their
gots in the nwrsery, does his memory
go back along the years which have
pussed and ho sees anathor head, still
dear to him, and he sighs: *'0Oh, if 1 had
only stopped to think!"—C, A, Lack-
hpussee, in Christian Enquirer,

Joe was

s well.

A TRUE FISH STORY.

The Oue Troul That Came Expressly for
Little Jeonle Jenks,

They were ont under the “Honey
Aweet” tree, Jack and Ted and Ollie,
pleking up the apples that had  fallen
off in the night and eating all they
conld, when they spied Grandma Lane
coming up seross the orchard with her
apron over her head.

“She’s been to earry some quinee
jelly over to Mrs. Jenks',” explained
Jack, “‘beenuse her little girl's got the
typhoid fever. 1 guess she's better,
though.” For the jelly glnas was emp-
ty and Grandma Lane looked smiling.

“Yes, and Jenny is a5 hungry as a
little hear.” said she, “and the doctor
gays she may ent 8 bit of brofled trout
I wonder—" .

“Why, of course we cap!” eried Ted,
guessing in an instent what groodma
i moalt “‘Wod like to, frst -rate. We'll

go  ovor o the wyss lranch elght
stralght o™

UM,
Jaek,™

“'Oh, no!" sald Jaclk, nnd “No, indeed "
langhed Ted. *Yon woulld be sare 1o
talk nnd all the fish, Besides,
wi've only got one pole that's good for
unything, and we'll have to take turos
fishing

S0 they rushed around ke small
whirlwindsg to dig a boxinl of earths
worms, and he sure thelr one vesl wis
in working order, and hunt np the old
dip-net to use in ense a very large fish
should be hooked.  Then nway they
went, and Ollie was left lumenting. 11
he badn't had grandma to comfort him,
1 don't know what he would have done,
She gave him o jelly-tart, and ha
couldn’t ery with his month full, you
know: nnd while he was eanting it she
filed o bit of wire and bent it in the
shape of a hook, and fastened itton
picce of strong twine, and tied the
twine tooneof her round curtain-sticks.

“There,” salldl she, "now you ¢an go
aver to the pasture brook and fish to
vour heart's content, dearie.”  She pnt
upa lunch for him, too, just like the
one she had glven Juek and Ted, only
not quite so mueh of it lsn’t n grand.
mn worth having?

Ollie twinkled off the last
hurry.
l"l“l"f*

too?" begged Ollie.  “Plenss

ssare

mrselves ™

tenr in o
“Oh, thank you, gromma!"™ he
e never forgot that, 1 nm glad
to say, no matter how full of deliglit hg
e dido't dig earthworms for
Lait, beeause he conld not bear to hurt
them: but grandma ént a bit of salt
pork for him and put o drop of anise-
oil an it, whivh she said would be sure
to cateh a fish if theve woas one in the
broale, Privately, T think wis
afraid there wasn't, but she wonldn't
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Mlie began to he afraid so, too, after
nwhile. He went away up across the
1':1‘\11”‘-‘ to the woods, and followed the
brook down, jnst as grandma had  told
him, fishing all the way snd stopping
now and then to ent o mite of his lanch,
beenuse he didn’'t want to take time to
ent it all at once.

It was o very small hrook, so narrow
in the places where the water wasdeep
est that he could almost step across it

Just above the road-bridge it broaden
ont quite respectfolly, and then deippod
with & musical tinkle over o great,
sunken log, nnd formed a pool under
the edge of the bridge, which was mude
of logs, too, and covered with enrth.

It was exactly the place for trout, if
Ollie had but known it; as it was, he
went down on his koees at one end of
the grassy log, and dropped Lk hoaolk
without a thought of what might hap-
pen.

There was & flash through the
shadowy water, and a sodden, sharp
tug ot his line that took Ollig's breath
away. e had pever eaught a fish in
all his life, but he new what it meant.
His eap fell off and floated away under
the bridge and out on the other side,
bt he didn't mind that.  Hoe pulled
mianfully at his end of the line until
out npon the bunk eame a big, flapning
trout. Such a beanty, with silvery
spotted sides flashing in thesunshine,

O11ie pounced upon his prize and, for-
gotting his cap, sway hoe seampered to
the house, almost beside himself with
excitement and joy.

“O gromma!” he erled, “I've pot one!
I've got one! O gramma, ain’t you glad
and "stonished?

It is safe to say Grandmn Lane was
astonished, she had no moare idea that
Ollie would eateh o fish than that he
conld fiy. And she was glad snongh.

worth o dollur, and got out the hig
stealynrds,

“Thirteen ounces and almost & quar-
" he annonneed, presently. Y1 de-

[ didn't know there was sueh a
fish in the brook, T be worth telling
the follks about when yon go home*

It was worth telling Joack and Ted
abomt, Ollie thonght, his heart brimful
of pride and joy. They came up the
lnpe pretly soon, with disappointed
faces and o siring of red-fins.

“Jack hooked one tromnt,” Ted ex-
claimed, *but it got off before he comld
reel itine  T'm awfol sorry weo didn't
get one for Mrs. Jenks' little girl,
grandima.  Hut we had a nice time, and
we wished we'd let Ollie—why, why-—"

Two more surprised boys than Jack
and Ted, at sight of that trout on the
kitehen table, vou never spw.

Ollie eapered aronnd the room like a
wild thing, “Tcepughtit! Teaught it)"
he eried. “Tn the brook, with gram-
mi's curtain-stick! And there's a lot
more, T shonldn't wonder,®

Bot though they all went down 19
find Ollie's cap togother, and fished nn-
til almost dark, and thongh they went
fishing in the brook overy iay for the
next week, there wis never so much as
unother nibhle.

“1 think," Ollie remarked confidential-
ly to grandma, “that my tront musy
have come there ‘spressly so T eounld
eatch it for Jenny Jenks.”

And Grandma Lane had the very same
opinion. —Ada  Casrleton  Stoddard, in
Yonth's Companion,

ter

Interesting from the Stnrt.

“1 don't lilee this as much as [though
I would,” said Harry, looking np from
his algebra. *‘It's stupid. There's toa
muny roles to learn.”

“Things nlways seem so until we get
throngh some of the dradgery” one
swered mamma, enconragingly. Mam.
mas are always ready to Incalenie moril
lessoms. ‘It will be mare interesting
after awhile, Everything is so at fiest.”

Harry looked solemn.

] know one thing that isn't stopid
from the beginning,” said he: “you
don’t hove to wait for it to be interests
ing!”

“What is it?"

“Eating ice-cream!™—Harper's Young
People.

#

—Huarry wanted to give Lucy a birth-
day present, but couldn't make up his '
mind what it shonld be: so the nexs
time he called he frankly told her the
| difienity under which he was Inboring.
l “Wunt to make me & present, Hurry?”

exclaimed Lucy in well-counterfeited

wstonlshment.  “Why, Harry. you fer
| get your=elfl” Harry took the hint and

offered himself ou (e spol —Hesteg
| Tramscriot

As for Grandpa Lane, he sald it was <



